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THE SEAMAN'S ISLAND GRAVE: 

AN IRISH LEGEND. 
It is a little lonely islet, washed 
By th' Atlantic billow; an ancient church 
There crumbles to decay, whose walls long braved 
The tempest's fury ; some humble grave stones, 
Rising above the sand that covers them, 
Point out the tombs of those they buried there 
When that rude sea had given up her dead. 

Why sits the lady in her castle tower 
With anxious eye bent on the gloomy wave ? 
Why does she rise when moans the midnight blast 
To tell her beads and offer costly vows 
Before the shrine of seamen's guardian saint ? 
Her son, her bold and brave, is on that sea ; 
To guard his father-land from foreign foes, 
Who flee before young Raymond's flag of pride ; 
While his food mother in his native halls 
Prays his return. She builds that chapel lone, 
And forms the seaman's island grave j and there 
Each eve are vespers said, and every mom 
The matin hymn is sung by holy men 
From convent shade. But gentler thoughts divide 
With those of war, young Raymond's gallant mind. 
He long had loved a maid of foreign birth, 
And now in triumph o'er the swelling tide 
He bears her to fair Erin's shores, to grace 
His gallant castle with her presence bright. 
Light bounds the vessel on : the white foam -wreath 
Plays round her prow ; the summer breeze just swells 
The sails, and curls the dark blue sea, while seem 
The skies above them like life's smiling morn, 
As bright and fair and false — 

The sun has set, 
And low winds are sprung up, moaning along 
The swelled and darkened sea ; the sailors gaze 
With anxious looks to land ; their noble lord 
Had braved much fiercer storms than threaten now, 
Vet doubt is in the glance he sends around, 
For she most dear to him must brave it too ; 
And she so fair, so gentle — Oh ! for her 
Fear fills his breast, and speaks for the first time, 
In the proud eye that never quail'd before. 

A light gleams o'er the frowning wave, it comes 
From the island church, where that lady now 
Prays with the abbot of yon cloistered pile 
Her son's return ; and the benighted crew 
Of the tossed bark have seen, and deemed that light 
A beacon to direct them — on they come ; 
The lady sees two figures on the deck, 
And deems her vows and prayers accepted. 
"Tis her long-absent son, shielding a form 
That clings to him, that lovely foreign maid, 
Pale, but unshrinking while her lord is nigh. 
Her long black hair has burst its band, and floats 
Around tier,* like a darker veil than that 
The winds have rent away. 

" Cheer thee, my love, that is my beacon tower," 
Young Raymond cries, " in safety soon, my own Zelene 
We'll hail our noble halls, and thou wilt be 
Their light and beauty." — " Hush, fond dreamer, hush 
Thy words of vanity— One shock is felt 
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One fearful crash is heard — the ship is gone — 
She struck among the rocks where that false light 
Betrayed her. 

The sun is sparkling on the wore that bathes 
The island chapel's side ; the tired sea-bird, 
Scared by the last night's storm, now sleeps with head 
Beneath its wing upon the gentle tide, 
While the young morning light glads earth and sea. 
On the dark rock are flung two beauteous forms — 
Lord Raymond and bis bride ; his arm in death 
Still clasps her ; that long and beautiful hair 
Is Hung around him 

Amid the ceaseless clang of elements, 
Is holy music stealing forth upon 
The midnight air. 'Tis from the island church, 
Where mass is singing for the souls' repose 
Of those the sea eugulphed :. a requiem 
Is chanting there, over the young and brave, 
Entombing darkly in that chapel vault. 
Young Raymond is the first whose bed is made 
In « the seaman's island grave."* His fair bride 
They did not bury there. The lady's vow 
Devotes to seamen only these lone graves, 
And to the honour of their guardian saint 
Was that church reared where now her brave son lies. 

But seamen say, when the dark storm draws on 
In gathering blackness, and in tumult hoarse, 
A female form, all robed and veiled in white. 
Flits by that fatal rock, and plaintive walk) 
Through that now ruined church. It is, they deem, 
The spirit of that maiden, which still roves 
Unquiet, since she does not share the grave 
Of him with whom she died. And much they dread 
To near that island on a stormy night, 
For then, they'll swear, a mild, pale light gleams out 
From its lone tower, like that which erst betrayed, 
Lord Raymond and his foreign bride to death. 

m*J!£!Z?S a VW& im **"* * he ""m™ ""•« fishermen of the netrtbonritig roast, is to wish 
«n» nnX . a .'.I" 16 6 ?« nlM >' 8 island-" It is almost entirely sbed of drifted sand, which nearly 
nun up the area of the ancient chapel. 



EPITAPH FOE COLONEL RICKARD LLOYt>.» 

(Killed at the passage of the Wire.) 
In memory of a man who sleeps not here, 
The hands and hearts of many joined to rear 
This tablet; for there lived not upon earth 
A man of nobler spirit, purer worth. 
Kemember Lloyd !_He Ted his war-worn band, 
Ine first who trod upon the Frenchman's land, 
And fought beneath a hero's eye,+ and won 
Applause from him, who lavishes on none. 
At length a bullet struck him, and he sank, 
Envied m death ! on the triumphant bank 

TV 7 n S? Ni T'— Yet > th(m gA it be a pride 
i o die thus, think not unavenged he died : 
iNo ! round the sacred reliques of the brave 
A hecatomb of victims found a grave : 
with them, his silent ashes moulder there: 
mis toll-voiced fame is here— is every where. 



